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Sheridan's attempt to make n business
lion f Ills boh Hlbbs by Blnrllnic him In

the tnachlna shop ends In Illbbe Koine to
u sanitarium, a nervous wreck. On his re-
turn Bibbs finds himself an Inconsider-
able and unconsidered tltruro In the "New
House" of the Slierldans. Tho Vertrceses,

n family next door and Impover-
ished, call on the Shcrldans, newly-ric-

ftnd Mary afterward puts Into words her
imrcnta1 unspoken wish that sho marry
ono of the Sheridan boys. Mary frankly
'iicouragcs Jim Sheridan's attentions, Jim
tolls Mary Dills Is not a lunatic "Justqueer." Ho proposes to Mary, who half
iicccpta him. Sheridan tells nibbn he
must ko back to tho machine shop as
soon as he Is strong enough. In spite of
lllbbV plea to bo nllowed to write. IMIth,
lllbbs' ultlcr. and Sibyl, Iloscon Sheridan's
wife, quarrel over Hobby Lamhorn; Sibyl
coes to Mary for help to keen Lamhorn
from marrylni; Kdlth, and Mnry leaves
her In the room atone, lllbbs has to break
to hlj other tho news of Jim's sudden
death. All the rest of tho family helploss
In their Brief, lllbbs becomes temporary
master of tho house. At tho funeral ha
meets Mary and rides homo with hor,
Illbbj rurposely Interrupts a tetp-n-tr-

between Edith nnd Lamhorn. He tells
Edith that ho overheard Lamhorn mak-
ing love to lloscoc's wlfo. Doctor Qurney
ilnds lllbbs woll enough to ko bad; to the
machine shop. Mary nnd Dlbbs meet by
accident and form a pleasant friendship
Itosroo Sheridan and his wlfo quarrel
desperately about Hobby Lamhorn. lllbbs
decides to Co to work.

One of the greatest boons of
friendship Is that It means un-

derstanding. Each of us has In
hit soul fancies, dreams, rev-
eries, which only one other per-
son, perhaps, can appreciate.
Very often we must go beyond
the lines of family ties to find
tho beautiful sympathy of
friendship.
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CHAPTER XVIII Continued.

"How often Is that?"
"Tho thing should make about sixty-eig- ht

disks n minute a tittle more
than one a second."

"And you're closo to It!"
"Oh, the workman has to sit In Its

lap," be enld, turning to bcr more
goyly. "The others don't mind. You
weo. It's something wrong with me. I
"have nn Idiotic way of flinching from
tho confounded thing I flinch nnd
duck a little every tlmo the crash
cornea, nnd I couldn't get over It. I
was a treat to tho other workmen In
that room; they'll be glnd to seo me
back. They used to laugh at mo all
day long."

Mary's gaeo wns averted from Rlbbs
flow; she sat with bcr elbow resting on
tbo arm of the chair, her lifted band
pressed ngalnst her check. Sho was
staring at the wall, and bcr eyes bad
it burning brightness in them.

it doesn't seem possible anyone
conld do that to you," she said, In n
low voice. "No. He's not kind. lie
ought to be proud to help you to iie
leisure to write books; It should be his
greatest privilege to havo them pub
lished for you"

"Can't you see blm?" Bibbs Inter-
rupted, a faint ripple of hilarity In bis
voice. "No, Ifa Just as well ho never
got the But what's tho use7 I've
never written anything worth print-
ing, and I never shall."--

"You conldt" sho said.
"Hint's because you've never seen

tho poor little tilings I'vo tried to'do."
"You wouldn't let me, but I know

yon could! Ab. It's a pltyP'
"It Isn't." said Bibbs, honestly. "I

never could but you'ro the kindest
lady In this world. Miss Vcrtrces."

Sbo gave blm a flashing glance, and
It was as kind as bo said sho was.
"That sounds wrong," sbo said. Im-

pulsively. "I mean 'Miss Vertrees.
I've thought of you by your first name
ever since I met you. Wouldn't you
rather call me 'Mary'?"

Dlbbs was dazzled; be drew n long,
deep breath and did not speak!

"Wouldn't you?" sho asked, without
I trace of coquetry.

"If I can!" be said, in a low voice.
"Ah, that's very prettyl" she

laughed. "You'ro Buch an honest per
n, It's pleasant to bave you gallant

sometimes, by way of variety." She
became grave again Immediately. "I
bear tnysolf laughing as If it were
Homeone elso. It sounds like laughter
on tho ovo of a great calamity." She
got up restlessly, crossed tho room and
leaned against the wall, facing blm.
"You've got to go back to that placo?"

Ho nodded.
"And tbo other tlmo you did It"
"Just over it," said lllbbs. "Two

years. Dut I don't mind tho prospect
of a repetition so much as "

"So much as what?" she prompted,
as he stopped.

Bibbs looked np at her shyly. "I
want to say It, but but I corao to a
dead balk when I try. I" .

"do on. Say, it, whatever It Is,"
be bade him. "You wouldn't know

how to say anything I shouldn't like."
"I doubt if you'd cither llko or dis-

like what I wunt to say," bo returned,
moving uncomiortably in his chair and
looking nt bis feet he seemed to feel
awkward, thoroughly. "You see, all
my life until I met you If I ever
felt like saying anything, I wrote It

Saying things is a new trick
for roe, und this well, It's Just this:
k irsod to feci as lr I hadn't ever had

!t wt vr a Itfo at all. I'd never
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been of use 'to anything or anybody,
and I'd never bad anything, myself,
except a kind of haphazard thinking.
But now it's different I'm still of no
uso to anybody, (ud I don't boo any
prospect of being useful, but I bave
bud something for mrnelf. I'vo had
a beautiful nnd hnppy experience, nnd
It makes my llfo seem to be I mean
I'm glnd I'vo lived Itl That's nil; It's
your letting mo bo near you sometimes,
as you have, this strange, beautiful,
happy little whiter

He did not onco look up, and reached
silence, nt tho end of what ho hnd to
sny, with eyes still nwkwnrdly regard-
ing his feet. Sho did not spoak. but
n soft rustling of bcr garments let him
know that sho hnd gono back to her
chair again. Tile houso was still; the
Rhabby old room wns so quiet that (ho
sound of n creaking In tho wall
seemed sharp and loud.

And yet, when Mnry spoko nt Inst,
her voice wns barely nudlble. "If you
think it has been happy to be
friends with mo you'd want to to
make It last."

"Yes," ho gulped.
"Hut you tnako that kind of speech

to mo because, you think It's over."
Ho tried to evado her. "Oil, n day

laborer can't como In his overalls"
"No." she 'interrupted, with a sud

den sharpness. "You snld what yon
did because you think tho shop's going
to kill you."

"No. no!"
"Yes, you do think that!" Sho rose- -

Mo her feet ngaln nnd enmo nnd stood
before him. "Don't deny It, Hlbbs.
Well, If you meant what you said
and you did mean it, I know it!
you're not going to go back to tho san-
itarium. The shop shan't hurt you.
It shan't!"

And now nibbs looked up. Sho stood
before him, straight nnd tall, splendid
In generous strength, her eyes shining
and wet

"If I mean that much to yon," she
cried, "they can't harm you! Go bnck
to tho shop but como to me when
your day's work Is done. Let tho ma-
chines crash their sixty-eigh- t times n
minute, but remember each crash thnt
deafens you is that much nearer the
evening nnd :nel"

He stumbled to his feet. "You say "
ho gasped.

"Every evening, denr Ulbbs!"
Ho could only stare, bewildered,
"Every evening, I want you. They

sba'n't hurt you agnlnl' And sho held
out bcr hand to him; it was strong
nnd wnrm In his tremulous clnsp. "If
I could, I'd go and feed tho strips of
zinc to tho machine with you," she
snld. "Hut all day long I'll send my
thoughts to you. You must keep re-
membering that your friend stands be-

side you. And when tho work Is dono
won't the night make up for the day?"

Light seemed to glow from bcr; be
was blinded by that radlanco of kind-
ness. Hut all bo could say wns, husk-
ily, "To think you'ro there with ms
standing beside tho old zinc-eate- r "

And they laughed and looked at each
other, and at last Ulbbs found what It
meant not to bo alono in tho world.
Ho bad a. friend.

CHAPTER XIX.

When bo camo Into tho new bouse,
a few minutes later, bo found bis fa-

ther sitting alono by tbo library fire.
Dlbbs went in nnd stood beforo bim

"I'm cured, father," bo said. "When
do I go back to the shop? I'm ready."

Tbo desolato nnd grim old man did

"I'm Cured, Father," He Said.

not relax. "I was Blttln up to give
you a last chnnco to say something
llko that I reckon It's about tlmo!
I Just wanted to see if you'd bave
munbood enough not to make mo taki

I you over there by the collar. I.ast
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night I made up my mind I'd give you
Just ono more day. Well, you got to
It before I did pretty close to tin'
eleventh hour! All right. Start in to
morrow. It's tho first o' tho month
Think you can get up in time?"

"Six o'clock," lllbbs responded brisk
ly. "And I want to tell you I'm go-ni-

In u 'cheerful spirit.' As you said
I'll go and I'll 'llko It!' "

"That's your lookout!" his father
gruuted, "They'll put you back on the
cllppln' mnchltie. You get utuo dollars
a week."

"More- - than I'm worth, too," said
Hlbbs, cheerily. "That reminds me, I

didn't mean you by 'Midas' In that
nonsense I'd been writing. I mennt "

"Makes a bell of a lot of difference
what you mean!" f

"I Just wanted you to know. Good
night, father."

"G'nlghtl"
Tho sound of the young man's foot-Rtcp- s

nscendlng tho stairs became In
nudlble, nnd the houso wns quiet. Hut
presently, ns Sheridan sat staring

nt tho lire, tho shullltng of a pair
of slippers could bo heard descending,
and Mrs. Sheridan mndo her appear-- a

nee, her oblique expression nnd tho
slain of her toilette being those of n
person who, nfter trying unsuccess
fully to sleep on ono side, has got up
to look for burglars.

"Papa!" sho exclaimed, drowsily
"Why'u't you go to bcd7 It must be
goln' on 'leven o'clockl"

She yawned, and seated herself near
him, stretching out her bands to the
lire. "What's tho matter?" sho nsked
sleep and nnxlct.v striving sluggishly
with each other her voice. "I knew
you were worried nil dinner time
You got Bomethlng new on your mind
besides Jim's belli taken nwny like he
wns. What's worry lu' you now, pnpa?"

"NoUilnV
Sho Jeered feebly. "N tell mo thnt!

Yod sat up to eeo Hlbbs, didn't you?"
"Ho starts In at tho shop again to

morrow morning," said Sheridan.
"Just the same as ho did before?"
"Just
"How long you goln' to keep blm

at It, papa?" she nsked, timidly.
"Until bo knows something!" The

unhappy man struck his palms to-

gether, then got to bis feet nnd began
to paco tho room, as was his wont
when ho talked. "He'll go back to the
machine be couldn't learn to tend prop-
erly In tho six months bo was there,
nnd he'll stick to It till ho docs learn
itl That boy's wholo life, there's been
a scttiti' up o' something mulish that's
against everything I want him to do
I don't know what it Is, but it's got
to bo worked out of him. Now, labor
ain't any moro n simple question than
what it was when wo wero young. My
Idea Is that, outside o' uulon troubles,
tho man that can mnnago workln' men
Is tho man that's been ono himself.
Well, I set Ulbbs to learn tbo men und
to learn tho business, and be set him-

self to balk on tho tit's t Jobl That's
what bo did, nnd the balk's lasted close
on to three years. If bo balks again
I'm Just dono with html Sometimes I

feel like I wns pretty near dono with
everything, anyhow!"

"I knew there was something else,"
said Mrs. Sheridan, blinking over a
yawn. "You better let it go till to-

morrow and get to bed now 'less
you'll tell me?"

"Suppose something happened to
Itoscoe," ho said. "Then what'd I

havo to look forward to? Then what
could I depend on to bold things to-

gether? A lummlxi A lummlx that
hasn't learned bow to push a strip o'
zinc along a groove!"

"Itoscoe?" she yawned. "You needn't
worry, about Itoscoe. papa.- - He's the
strongest child wo had. I never did
know anybody keep better health than
ho does. I dou't believe bo's even bad
n cold In Ovo years. You better go up
to bed, papa."

"Suppose something did happen to
blm, though. You don't know what It
means, keepln' property together these
days Just keepln' it alive, let alone
makln' it grow the way I do. I tell
you when a man dies, if that dead
man's chuldern ain't on tbo Job, ulght
and day, everything bo built '11 get
carried off. My Lord! when I think
o such things comln' to mc! It don't
seem like I deserved it no man ever
tried harder to ralso his boys right
than I bave. I planned nnd planned
and planned bow to bring 'cm up to
bo guards to drive tho wolves off, nnd
how to bo builders to build, nnd build
bigger. I tell you this business llfo is
no fool's Job nowadays n man's got
to havo eyes in tho back of tils head.
You henr talk, sometimes, 'd mako you
think tho millennium had come but
right tin next brcnth you'll henr somo-bod- y

hollerln' about 'tho great unrest.'
You bet there's a 'great unrest!' There
ain't any man allvo smart enough to
seo what it's goln' to do to us In tho
end, nor whnt tiny It's got set to bust
loose, but It's frotbln' and bubblln' In
tbo boiler. This country's been flllin
up with It from nil over tho world for
a good many years, and the old camp-mcctl-

days aro dead and done with.
Church ain't what It used to be. Notti-ln'- s

what it used to bo everything's
turned up from the bottom, nnd the
growth Is so big tho roots stick out in
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tho nlr. There's nn nwful ruction goln'
nn, nnd you got to keep bopplir If
you'ro goln' to keep your balance on
tbo top of It And tho Bchcmcrst They
run llko bugs on tho bottom of n hoard

after nny piece o' money Ihoy bear Is
loose. Fool schemes nnd crooked
schemes; tho fool ones nro tho t"ost
and tho worst! You got to fight to
keep your money nfter you'vo mndo
It. And tho woods nro full ' mighty
Industrious men that's only got one
motto: 'Get tho other fellow's money

1?XLMJf
"I'm Not Drinking Decause I've Got a

Thirst"
beforo ho gets yoursl' And when n
mans' built ns I bnve, wticn he's
built good nnd Btrong, and mado
good things grow nnd prosper thoso
aro tho fellows thnt lay for n
clinnco to slide In and sneak tho ben-

efit of It nnd put their names to It'
And what's tho uso my tiuvln' ever
becu born, If such n thing ns tliut Is
goln' to happen? What's tho uso my

bavin' worked my llfo nnd soul Into
my business, if It's ull goln' to bo dis-

persed nnd scattered soon as I'm In

the ground?"
Ho Btrodo up nnd down the long

room, gesticulating 'littlo regarding
tho troubled nnd drowsy figure by Uio
Drcslde. His throat rumbled thunder-
ously; tho words camo with stormy
bitterness. "You think this Is n tlmo
for young men to bo lyln' on beds of
case? I tell you there never vas such
a tlmo before; there never was such
opportunity. Tho sluggard is de-

spoiled while bo sleeps yes, by Georgo!
If a man lays down they'll cnt blm be-

foro bo wnkes! but tho live mnn enn
build straight up till ho touches tho
sky! This Is tho business man's day;
It used to bo the soldier's day and the
statesman's day, but this is ours! And
It ain't a Sunday to go flshln' It's tur-
moil! turmoil! and you gcjt to gout
and llvo it and breatho It and mako
It yourself, or you'll only bo a dead
man walkln around dreamlu you're
alive. And that's 'what my son Ulbbs
has been doln' all bis life, nnd what
bo'd rather do now than go out and do
bis part by me. And if anything bap-pen- s

to Itoscoe- -"
"Oh, do stop wOrYyin' over 'such non-

sense," Mrs. Sheridan Interrupted, Irri-

tated Into sharp wakefulness for the
moment "There ain't anything goln'
to happen to Itoscoe, and you're Just
tonnentln' yoursolf about nothln'.
Aren't you ever goln to bed?"

Sheridan halted. "All right, mam-
ma," bo Bald, with a vast sigh. "Let's
go up." And bo snapped off tho elec-

tric light, leaving only tho rosy glow
of the flro.

"Did you speak to Itoscoo?" sho
yawned, rising lopsldcdly In her drow-
siness. "Did you mention about what
I told you tho other evening?"

"No. I will tomorrow."

nut Itoscoe did not como downtown
tho next dny, nor tho next;-no- r did
Sberldnti seo fit to enter bis son's
bouse. Ho waited. Then, on tho
fourth day of tho month, Itoscoo
walked into bis father's office at nlno
in tho morning, when Sberldnti hap-
pened to be alone.

"They told mo downstairs you'd left
word you wanted to seo mc."

"Sit down," said Sheridan, rising.
Itoscoe sat. Ills father walked close

to him, sniffed suspiciously, nnd then
walked away, smiling bitterly. "Hob!"
ho exclaimed. "Still at it!"

"Yes,", said Itoscoe. "I'vo hnd a
couplo of drinks this morning. What
about It?"

"I reckon I better adopt somo deisfit
young man," his f'lthe returned. "Td
bring Hlbbs up here und put him in
your place If bo was fit. I would!"

"Hotter do It," Itoscoo assented, sul-

lenly.
"Whcn'd you begin this thing?"
"I always did drink a little. Ever

since I grow up, that Is."

"Leave mat talk out! xou Know
what I mean."

"Well. I don't know ns I over hnd
too much in olllco hours until tbo
other tiny."

Sheridan began cutting. "It's n lie.
I'vo had Hny Wills tnt from your of-
fice. Ho didn't want to glvn you nwny,
but I put tho hooks luto htm, nnd he
came through. You wero drunk twice
bcfnrn mid couldn't work. You been
lcavln' your olllcc for drinks every few
hours for the lost tlireo weeks. I been
over your books. Your olllco Is wny
behind. You haven't dono nny work,
to count, in n mouth."

Itoscoc's bend was sunk between
his shoulders. "I can't stand very
much talk about It, father," he said,
pleadingly.

"Not" Sheridan cried, "Neither can
I! Whnt do you think It means to
mo?" Ho dropped Into the chair nt
his big desk, groaning, "I can't Rtaud
to tnlk nbotit It nuy moni'n you can
to listen, but I'ni goln' to find out
what's tho matter with you, nnd I'm
goln' to straighten you outl"

Iloricno- - shook his bend helplessly.
"You can't straighten mo out."
"Seo here!" said Sheridan. "Can you

go back t i your olllco nnd stay sober
today, while I get my work done, or
will I havo to hlro n couple o' husktus
to follow you nround nnd knock tho
whisky out o' your band if they seo
you tryln' to tnke'lt?"

"You needn't worry about thnt,"
said Itoscoe. looking up with n faint
resentment "I'm not drinking be
cnuso I've got n thirst,"

"Well, whnt have you got?"
"Nothing, Nothing you can do nny-tlitu- g

about. Nothing, I tell you."
"Wo'll hco nbout thnt!" said Slierl

dnn, harshly. "Now I can't fool with
you today, nnd you get up out o' thnt
chair and get out o' my otllcc. You
bring your wlfo to dinner tomorrow.
You didn't como last Sunday but you
como tomorrow. I'll tnlk this out with
you when the women-folk- s nro workln'
tho phonograph, nfter dinner, din you
keep sober till then? You better bo
sure, because I'm goln' to send Abcr-cromb-

down to your olllco every littlo
while, nnd he'll let mo know,"

Itoscoo paused nt tho door. "You
told Alwrcromblo nbotit It?" ho nsked.

"Told html" And Slicrtdnn Inughcd
hideously. "Do you suppose there's nn
elevator boy in the wholo dam' build-
ing thnt nln't on to you?"

Itoscoo settled bis bat down over his
eyes uud went out.

CHAPTER XX.

Who looks n mustang In tho eyeT
Chuniroty, chang, chant;) Uaslil Crash I

ISangl

So sang Hlbbs, his musical gnyctles
Inaudible to bis fellow workmen be-

cause of Uio nolso of tho machinery.
Ho had discovered long ago that tho
uproar was rhythmical, and It had
been Intolerable; but now, on tbo aft-
ernoon of tho fourth day of his return,
be was accompanying tho swing nnd
clnBh of tho metals with Jubilant

fragments, mingling Improvisa
tions of his own nmong them, nnd
mocking tho zinc eater's crash with
vocal Imitations:

Fearless and bold,
Chang! Hash I liehold!
With a loap from the ground
To the saddle In a bound.

And away and awayl
Ht-ya-

Tlie long room wns ceaselessly thun-
dering with metallic Bound; tho nlr
was thick with tho smell of oil; tho
floor trembled pcrpetunlly; everything
was implacably In motion nowhere
wns there n rest for tho dizzied oye.
Tho first tlmo ho had entered the place
Hlbbs had become dizzy Instantly, nnd
six months of It bad only added In-

creasing nausea to falntncss. nut be
felt neither now. "All day long I'll
send my thoughts to you. You must
keep remembering that your" friend
stands besldo you." IIo snw her there,
bcsldo blm, nnd tho grensy, roaring
placo beenmo suffused with radiance.
Tho poet wns happy In bis macblno
shop; bo wns still a poet there. And
ho fed his old zinc cater, and sang:

Away and awayl
Ht-ya- ,

Crash, bash, crash, bash, cbangi
Wild are his eyes.
Fiercely bo dies)

Crash, bash, bangl Bash, changl
Heady to fllns
Our (loves In the ring

"I like Uio machine," said Hlbbs.
"I'vo mado a friend of it I screnado
it and tnlk to it, and then it talks back
to me."

"Indeed, indeed? What does It say?"
"What I want to bear."
He wns unaware of n sensation that

passed along tho lines of workmen.
Their great master bnd como among
them, and they grinned to see blm
standing with Doctor Qurney behind
Uio unconscious Ulbbs. Sheridan nod-

ded to thoso nearest him he had per-
sonal acquaintance with nearly nil of
them but bo kept bis attention upon
his son. Hlbbs worked steadily, never
turning from his machine. Now and
then bo varied his musical program
with remarks addressed to tho zinc
eater.

"Go on, you old crash-basher- ! Chew
It up! It's good for you, if you don't
try to bolt your vlttles. Fletcherlze,
you pig! That's right you'll never
get n lump lu your gizzard. Want some
moro? Here's n nice, shiny one."

Tho words wero Indistinguishable, but
.Sheridan Inclined bis bead to Gurncy's
ear and shouted fiercely: "Talkln' tQ

hlmsclfl Hy George!"
Gurncy laughed reassuringly, and

shook bis head.
Ulbbs returned to song.

Chans! Chang, bash, chnngt It's II
Who looks a mustang In the eyeT

Fearless aM bo-

nis father grasped blm by the arm,
"Ueret" bo shouted. "Let ma show

you now to run a strip enrongh there.
Tb foreman says you're some better'n
yon used to be, but that's no way to
handle Get out Uie way and let mo
show you once."

"Hotter bo carefnl." lfllbbs warnwt
him stepping to ono side.

tJnreful? Uob'r Sncrldnn seized
n strip of zinc from lh box. "What
you talkln' to yourself nbout? Tryln'
to mnke yourself think you're ho
abused you're goln' wrong In tho
bend?"

"Abused?' No!" shouted Hlbbs. "I
wns singing because I 'like it!' I told
you I'd come back nnd 'llko It' "

Sheridan may not bave understood.
At all events, bo made no reply, but
began to run the strip of zinc through
the mnchluc. He did It nwkwnrdly
and with bad results.

"Herel" bo shouted. "This Is the
wny. Watch how I do It. Thero'.s
nothln' to It, if you put your mind on
it." Hy bis own showing then his mind
wns not upon It Ho continued to tnlk.
"All you got to look out for is to keep
It pressed over to "

"Don't run your hand up with It,"
Hlbbs vociferated, leaning townrd blm.

"Hun notlilu't You got to"
"Look outl" shouted Hlbbs nnd Gur-

ncy together, nnd they both sprang for-

ward. Hut Sheridan's right hand had
followed tho strip too fiir, nnd the zinc
cater hnd bitten off the tips of the first
nnd second fingers. IIo swore vehe-
mently, nml wrung lilr timid, sending u
shower of rod drop over himself nml
Ulbbs, but Uurtiey grasped Ills wrist,
nnd snld, sharply:

"Come out of here. Como over to
the lavatory In the olllcc. Hlbbs, fotcli
my bag. It's In my machine, outside."

And when Hlbbs brought tlie bag to
the washroom he found the doctor still'
grasping Sheridan's wrist, holding tin
In tired hand over n basin. Sheridan
had lost color, nnd temper, too. Ho
glared over tils shoulder at his son as
tho latter handed tbo bag to Giiruey.

"You go on back to your work," ho
snld. "I'vo bad worse snips than that
'from n pencil sharpener,"

"Oil, no, you haven't!" snld Gurnoy.
"I havo toot" Sheridan retorted, an-

grily. "Hlbbs, you go on bnck to your
work. There's no reason to stand
around tiero wntchln olo Doc Ouruey
tryin' to keep himself nwnko workin"
on n scratch thnt only needs a little
courtplaster. I sllppedlor It wouldn't
happened. You get back on your Job."

"All right," Bald Hlbbs.
"Here!" Sheridan bellowed, ns his

son wns passing out of tho door. 'Ton
wntch out when you'ro runuln' that
machine! You henr whnt I sny? I
slipped, or I wouldn't got scratched.
but you you ro liable to get your
wholo band cut off! You keep your
eyes openl"

"Yes, sir." And Hlbbs returned to
tho zinc eater thoughtfully.

Half nn hour Inter Gurncy touched
blm on tlie shoulder and beckoned him'
outside, where conversation wns pos-

sible. "I sent him home, Hlbbs. He'll
havo to bo careful of that ljnnd. Go-ge- t

your overalls off. I'll tnko you
for n drive and lenvo you at home.

"Cnn't," wild Hlbbs. "Got to stick,
to my Job till tho whlstlo blows."

"No, you don't," the doctor returned,,
smothering n yawn. "Ho wants mo to
tnke you down to my ofllco nnd glvo
you an overhauling to seo how much
harm theso four dnys ou tbo macblno

II You Go Back to Your Work."

havo dono you. I guess you folks have
got that old man pretty thoroughly
upset, between you, up nt your house!
Uut I don't intend to go over you. I
can see wiUi my eyes half shut"

"Yes," Bibbs Interrupted, "that's
what they are,"

"I say I can seo yon'ro starting out.
at least. In good shape. What's mado
tbo difference?"

"I like tho machine," said Blubs.
"Well, well!" Tbo doctor stretched

himself nnd stamped his foot repeat-
edly. "Hotter come along nud take a
drive wiUi me. You can tnke the tlmo
off that ho ullowvd for tho examina-
tion, and"
taiiqwwwi3fflnatfflMwrg!TOXg

Wilt Old Man Sheridan eort--

to himself and appreciate Dlbbs'
real value now will he take hit
son out of the machine shop
nnd give him a chance to live
his own IIW
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